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The Intebigeneer. 


Lucafs’s Coffes-boufe, July 4th. 
Mr. InteBigescer, 


of this Houfe, for that Seafonable 
Dialogue between Timothy and Mul. 
linix. You have intirely reconciled them 
both by it, and thereby given the finifhing 
ftroke to a Party, which gives univerfal 
Joy and Satisfa&tion to all well-withers of 
our Conftitution. It was very much lamen. 
ted, that Men of their extraordinary Ta. 
lents, (and who might by their united 
Intereft contribute very much to the an? 
© 


| Am defired to return you the Thanks 
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of our Country) fhould not have a hetter 
underftanding between them; becaufe the 
petual Feuds and Animofities which 
they raifed, had like to have proved of the 
molt fatal ill Confequence to thissunfpr- 
tunate, poor. divided Nation. Now the 
Clouds which hung over us, are difpelled ; 
Things begin to clear up; and we have the 
beft reafon to think, by this Union, that 
we thall be a Great and a Flourithing Peo. 
ple. We are now iq a pr. found, Peace, 
Tradé fourithes.—Plenty,-which fled from 
hence to Scotland, is returned.—You fee 
Joy and Farnefs in every Countenance, 
eipecially "in thofe of the Natives.—The 
younger Sons of Gentlemen, who. languih- 
ed, loitering at Home, for want of Bui. 
nefs, are now in a fair way of Employment. 
.Arts and Sciences begin to revive in our 
Univerfity ; that great Nurfery of the bef 
Education ! which Annually fupplies - the 
Pulpit, Bench and Bar, and every other 
nfeful Office. All our Nobility and Gen. 
try, who fied to Great-Brittaim, to avoid 
the Civil Broils occafioned by Tim Cefar, 
and Mallinix Pompey, ate now returning, 
to live quictly at Home, and to bring @ 
Biefling to their Native Soil, by refiding 
in it; which will be a means to keep our 
Moncey at Home; to encourage Agricul- 
tare, 
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ture, efpecially Tillage; and then, Sing o 
be Foyful, we fhall all wallow in Wealth, 
becaufe by this we fhall have nine hundred 
thoufand Pounds a Year more in this Nation. 
Thefe, and numberlefs Advantages, befide . 
we owe to your excellent Paper, which Zim 
himfelf allows to be written with a very 
good Intention, although it places him in 
a ludicrous Light, but he is a Man of fuch 
excelent Tatte and Temper, that a Jeft, 
when it is finely Couched, never gives him 
the leaft Offence. This encourages me to 
let you knoW, he is very angry at Mr. Gay’; 
for he thinks the Fable of the Monkey, which 
had feen the World is levelled at him. If 
you have leifure to write fomething merry 
upon the occafion, let us have it immedi. 
ately, and anfwer this Letter another time. 
For, you muft know, we ate very great 
Jokers in this Coffee Houfe. There is a lit. 
tle dappee Lord, an Acquaintance of Tim’s, 
will laugh and teize him into his Chair, 
and home again. 


Tim 








Tim and the Fables, 


Y meaning will be bef unravel d, 

| When I premife, that Tim bas Tra. 
(wePd, 

Ia Lucafs’s by chance there lay 

The Fables writ by Mr. Gay, 

Tim fet the Volume on a Table, 

Read over here and there a Fable, 

And found, as he the pages twirl’d, 

The Monkey, who bad feen the World. 

{ For Tonfon had, to help the Sale, 

Prefixt a Cut to ey’ry Tale.) 

The Monkey was compleatly dreft, 

The Bear in all his Ayrs expreft, 

Tim with furprize and pleafure ftaring, 

Ran to the Glafs, and then camparing 

His 
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His own fweet Figure with the Print, 

Diftiogotth’d ev'ry Feature tn’t ; 

The Twift, the Squeeze, the Romp, the 

~~" “¢Fidge att” all, 

Ju as they looke in the Original. 

By——fays Tim (and let a F+——t) 

This Graver underftood his Art. 

Tis a true Copy, I'll fay that for’t, 

I well remember when [ fat fort. 

My very Face, at fir I knew it, 

Jut in this deefs the Painter Grew it: 

Tim, with-bis likenefs deeply fmircen, 

Wou'd read what underneath was written, 

The merry Tale with moral Grave. 

He now began to ftopm and rave ; 

The curfed Villain! now I fee 

This was 4 Libel meant at me; 

Thefe Scriblers grow fo bold of late, 

Azainft us Minifters of State! 

Such Facobites as be deferve,—— 

Dammer, I fay, they onght te Barve. 
; Deat 
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Dear Fim, no more fuch angry Speeches, 
Unbutton and let down your Breeches, . 
Tare out the Tale, and wipe your A= 
1 kaow you love to a&t a Farce. 





